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This morning the ship lies anchored off Colina Coyote, swinging lazily to 
starboard as the early ebb current begins to gather strength. Clear skies 
and a glowing sunrise (the first we have seen in nearly a week) promises a 
sunny day. Two mothers with calves and a small group of Tursiops (bottle- 
nosed dolphins) were playing nearby when I stepped into the saloon to write 
this. 


Colina Coyote has special meaning for me because it was here I spent two 
weeks in 1975 staying ashore with Ken Norris and others studying mother- 
calf relationships and distributions. The channel here is ideal for the 
purpose. It is narrow, perhaps only one-quarter mile across. One can see 
clearly about three-quarters mile torthe north and 1 1/2 miles to the south 
and, of course, it is totally protected from any sea, lying as it does 

15 miles south of Boca Soledad, the north end of Isla Magdalena and the same 
distance north of the entrance to San Carlos' Channel. Best of all, it 

is remote-enough so that no one comes here and the animals are relatively 
undisturbed - a feature which this trip has convinced me is of great im- 
portance, if one is to learn anything about natural behaviour. 


Our arrival here yesterday morning was not uneventful. Indeed, there were 
times when it seemed that we would not arrive at all. 


The week began with one more day anchored at the entrance of Magdalena Bay 
during which time we saw so few whales that we felt we must repeat our cen- 
suses before repairing to Puerto San Carlos to disembark Ken Norris and ex- 
change Earthwatch teams. The census recorded only 100 animals, when 200 

had been sighted two weeks before and 150 three days before, suggesting that 
the entrance population has begun to leave. . 


Puerto San Carlos is the trans-shipment point for the cotton growing in the 
inland plain and is really a big cement pier for freighters and enough » 
village to provide homes for the workers and officials. The only other 
activity is a small cannery with its attendant fishing-seiners. Fuel and 
water are the only supplies readily available. Our stay was punctuated by 
arguments with immigration, good-byes to the departing, hellos to the new- 
comers, a rather hairy half-hour when a Japanese fishing boat was swept into 
us by the tide as it tried to back out of its berth, and a fine basketball 
game between REGINA's crew and the local high school. It was the social 
event of the week in San Carlos and was especially appreciated by the locals 
since Mexico won! | 
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Finally, we set off at noon for the 15 mile run up the inland waterways which 
lead to this place. For 3 hours, we wove through mangrove swamps, past 

sand dunes and shoals as the weather grew darker and darker. Then, we ran 
aground on a flat and stayed put. Three hours later, we had a 19° lift to 
starboard and an unequalled chance to clean the barnacles off the port side, 
before we floated off on the next tide. Saturday, we went on only to get 
swept onto another bar by the flooding tide at Devil's Bend (appropriately 
named), an especially tricky and shallow part of the tract. Careful explor- 
etion by Avon soon brought us enough knowledge to negotiate the passage 

and we came to anchor at the edge of a wide bay just north of the Bend, the 
innermost part of the Calving lagoon. The final two miles was made withcut 
event. As we approached, it was abundantly clear that mothers with Calves 
do not trust ships. By the time we anchored, 8 or 9 were moving out in a 
front ahead of us. 


Now, a day later, they are back, playing peacefully around the Ship. There 
is still no one here but us and a wild burro ashore. With PUCK SL tAwill 
Stay that way for the four days we can spend here. 


Sincerely, 


Dr. George Ni@iets- Jr: 
Master, r/v REC’ A MARIS. 


